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Lord, whence comes the way of calling a man fellow, when we
have a mind to abuse him, as base fellow, pitiful fellow etc. I believe
it may be a corruption of the French vtcnd.filou.

Lord Lieutenant. It may be so, my Lord, or it mought be from
the word felo, which signifies all sorts of rogues, and was formerly
more used in common speech than now. However, your Lord-
ship's may be the truer one.

Bishop of Clogher. Oh, my Lord, your Excellency's is much
more natural.

THE DYING SPEECH OF THOMAS ASHE SENT IN A LETTER TO THE
EARL OF PEMBROKE WHILE LORD LIEUTENANT OF IRELAND.1

TOM ASHE died last night. It is conceived he was so puffed up
by my Lord Lieutenant's favour, that it struck him into a fever.
I here send you his dying speech, as it was exactly taken by a
friend in short-hand. It is something long, and a little in-
coherent; but he was several hours in delivering it, and with
several intervals. His friends were about the bed, and he spoke
to them thus:

MY FRIENDS,

IT is time for a man to look grave, when he has one foot there,
I once had only a punnic fear of death; but of late I have pun-
dered it more seriously. Every fit of coffing hath put me in mind
of my coffin; though dissolute men seldomest think of dissolution.
This is a very great alteration: I, that supported myself with good
wine, must now be myself supported by a small bier. A fortune-
teller once looked on my hand, and said, this man is to be a
great traveller; he will soon be at the diet of Worms, and from
thence go to Ratisbone. But now I understand his double mean-
ing. I desire to be privately buried, for I think a public funeral
looks like Bury fair; and the rites of the dead too often prove
wrong to the living. Methinks the word itself best expresses the
number, neither few nor all. A dying man should not think of
obsequies but ob se quies. Little did I think you would so soon
see poor Tom stown under a tomb-stone. But as the mole
crumbles the mold about her, so a man of small mold, before I
am old, may molder away. Sometimes I've rav'd that I should
revive; but physicians tell me, that when once the great artery
has drawn the heart awry, we shall find the cor di all, in spite
of all the highest cordial.

Brother, you are fond of Daffy's elixir; but when death comes,

The speech is said to have been given by Sir Andrew Fountaine to Dr,
Monsey, and communicated by the latter to Deane Swift.name of the learned Joannes Duns Scotus.. 2). The lady who
